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boyhood friend of my husband. The King and Queen had also sent word they would lunch with them, which, as in Italy, was without precedent. I stayed in my room with my secretary to take care of the mail, and did not go out until it was time to start to the Whitlocks'.
As the King and Queen were to be there, the President and I were the nominal hosts, and were supposed to arrive in time to receive the royal couple. But alas, the hour struck and the men had not returned. I waited ten minutes; then I decided to go on, as they might be indefinitely delayed, and the Queen might go on alone without waiting for His Majesty. I had reached the door and was ready to step into the motor with Margaret Wilson and Miss Benham when the men arrived. The cars were so covered with dust they looked like white phantoms. In spite of their long linen dusters the men, too, were covered, even their hair and eyebrows being heavy with dust. I went on, and they followed in an incredibly short time, immaculate in morning coats and high hats.
The lunch was a very brief affair as we were due at the Hotel de Ville where the freedom of the city was given my husband. From there we went to their Parliament where the President addressed the body. After thanking Their Majesties, the officials and the people for their gracious welcome, he said he wished more substantially to attest his admiration for Belgium by recommending that Congress recognize its importance as a nation and raise our diplomatic representative, his old friend Brand Whitlock, to the post of first American Ambassador to Belgium. When the President finished, and His Majesty had replied, Mr. Hoover was asked to speak. When he rose there was great applause, and he made a very good address indeed.
From Brussels we drove to Malines to have tea with Cardinal Mercier. He was on the steps of his palace to greet us, his towering form in the gorgeous crimson robes, with the great gold cross on his breast, making a striking picture. He